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THE DREK-KOU VALLEY.

of Jy6kundo, bare and bleak; in some rocky nooks a few
stunted juniper trees, but no shrub or flower, no singing
bird, or anything to relieve the awful stillness and dreari-
ness of the scene.
After a miserable night diiring which sleet had fallen
continually, we were off again by daylight; and entering
the Dren-kou valley, which leads down to the Dr6 eh*u,
the scenery changed as if by magic. A brook flowed down
the glen, its banks covered with soft green grass powdered
over with little white and pink flowers* On the moun-
tain sides grew juniper and pine trees, and by the road-
side were wild plum, gooseberry, honeysuckle, and other
shrubs, the fragrance of their blossoms filling the air.
From cavities in the tufa rock pended creepers and
ferns from which the water fell in crystal drops; and
we heard the cuckoo's cry echoing across the valley.
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